Monstrosities of i$i6

eighteen hundred and sixteen. Two young men who are encased
in overcoats and braiding. In this respect they are rivals and, yet,
in partnership together. They must go to the same tailor. Or could
it be that each has his own particular tradesman who will devote
all his labours to this living and walking pattern of his skill? Per-
sons, it may be, who are a little subservient, and of foreign blood.
Who knows? Jews, or Italians, or, perhaps, a Frenchman. Persons
who love gilding, and, in its glitter, betray a warmer sun. In their
back parlours; in the gilt mirrors of their shops. But it is more
than gold frogging; or the application of black braid. It is a
question, also, of fur collars and fur linings. There are Astrachan
and Persian lamb. Astrachan, especially, which is curled like a
French poodle. An invaluable discovery. No other material can
match, or, indeed, rival with the talents of the hairdresser. And he,
of course, must, or should be, French; or carry a French name,
But what is the idea behind this pair of strange appearances?

In their attempts at the ideal they have contrived to look the
same. They have reached an identity together. It is the difference
between your right foot and your left. As to the trend of their
ambition, that is another matter. For it is most peculiar that two
young men of fashion, self-appointed, should appear, quilted from
top to toe, and so stiffly tailored that it is an agony to move, or
turn the head. Looking closely at them, we remember that it is
only a couple of years after the Peace of 1814, when the Allied
armies entered Paris after Napoleon had gone to Elba. The Paris-
ians stared in wonder at the Highlanders in their kilts and
feathered bonnets; at Uhlans and Lancers, at the dolmans and fur
pelisses of the Puszta. The Russians, especially, were a subject for
astonishment. Cossacks had set up their bivouacs along the
Champs Elysees. In the next year, and after Waterloo, London,
also, went cosmopolitan. This pair of young men could be com-
pared to the wildest of Hussars, but on foot. Cossacks, we might
call them, of the retreat from Moscow, padded for the cold, with
an augmentation from their horses* cloths, as well, but all come -
forth again from the crucible of fashion. Cossacks of the mode, in
the latest style of hairdressing. They have put themselves into
uniform. But look at it more closely and you will see it is not for
war. It is a walking-out dress.                                               "~

What it presupposes is sempiternal snow. You could not expect